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Maher was beginning to feel a little uneasy, and to be

a little dubious as to the wisdom of his quickly con-

ceived and as quickly executed plan, Dickinson appeared

in the doorway, with an air of reckless defiance. On his

haggard face showed plainly the traces of recent dissi-

pation.

'*I'm sorry, Walter," said Maher, simply, rising

quickly and extending his hand.

•'Thanks," came the reply, and Paul thought he

detected a weakening in the attitude, a shadow of real

appreciation in the voice, and a faint glimmer of hope

struggling against a strong gripping despair.

An embarrassed pause ensued, then Maher, with his

characteristic directness, took from his pocket the letter

that had been the cause of his early visit to Dickinson's

home, removed it from the envelope, and handed it to

his friend.

''I'm going, Walter," he said, "and you're coming

with me."

"Am I?"

"Yes, and we leave on the 11.42 train; you've just

time enough to make the few necessary preparations.

I'll rush home and make mine, and I'll meet you at the

station at 11.40. So long."

Without waiting for a reply, Maher was out of the

house and speeding toward his own home, hope high in

his heart. On the way, of course, he stopped for a word

of thanks to his Friend, and a plea for continued assist-

ance. At 11.39 he rushed up the stairs at the station,

a little ashamed of the half formed doubt subtly lurking

in his mind as to Dickinson's presence. Hurriedly he

looked up and down the platform, and just as he was

starting down the stairs to search for him in the waiting

room below, he beheld him coming toward him, a strange,

almost dazed expression on his face. Maher made no

remark, however, as to the young man's appearance, but

casually, as though nothing unusual were happening.

greeated him, and together they boarded the train as it

arrived promptly at 11.42.

When they reached their destination, through
]\^aher's influence, Dickinson was shown immediately to

his room. Only once did he make any allusion to the

strangeness of the occurrence.

"Paul," he said, "I think you've hypnotized me."
Paul laughed.

"Rest up, old man. You must be weary after your
rather unexpected trip. I'll call you in time for

supper, '

'

Then Maher left him, went immediately to his host,

and explained briefly, but concisely, Dickinson's cir-

cumstances, receiving from him in return hearty assur-

ance that every possible consideration would be accorded
his friend. Smiling to himself, and grateful to the One
to Whom he ungrudgingly gave all the credit, Paul
settled himself in the library with a good book and a

box of cigars.

The three days Paul had planned for the trip passed

quickly. Neither of the two men made any reference

to Dickinson's impending trouble. On the fourth morn-
ing, as, outside the House of Retreats, they parted to go

to their respective places of business, the silence between

them was broken by Dickinson.

Grasping Paul Maher 's hand with a grip that evi-

denced the intensity of his feeling, and in a voice that

trembled with emotion, he said:

"Paul, you've made a new man of me. I went wrong,

and I knew I was going, but now, thanks to you, my
moral balance is restored, never again to be even shaken,

please God, and I'm ready for whatever may come."

And Paul, too full for more than a murmur of ac-

knowledgment, breathed a prayer of thanksgiving for

this new manifestation of the boundless mercy and good-

ness of God, and felt that at last he had repaid his

benefactor.
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